47
WHEN Gabrielle went to Dumas' home for her usual lesson that
week she gave herself up to customary content the minute she stepped
inside his door. It was a relief to drop her perplexities as if they were
a cloak, she reflected, climbing the stairs. What was it in this house
that gave her that release, was it peace, serenity, or merely her imagina-
tion that had created such an atmosphere?
She was disappointed to find Dumas giving a piano lesson when she
entered the music-room. At the close of the lesson, Dumas presented
her to his pupil.
Lambert Dorcas bowed his clipped young head before Gabrielle.
" Mr. Dumas has told me a lot about you," he said. " I've wanted to
hear you sing for a long time, and so to-night------"   He smiled shyly
at Paul Dumas.
" Lambert has written a song, Gabrielle," Dumas explained. " A
song he'd like to have you sing."
Gabrielle flushed with pleasure, and waited for him to play it. She
and Rufus had talked of hearing a recent concert of his at the Studio
Club, but they had not been able to attend.
From the opening bars of the song, Gabrielle listened with delight
and amazement. She classified the song as a prayer, yet it was like no
prayer she had ever heard. Indeed, it reminded her of the Songs
of Solomon. The music was reverent, but its exaltation lifted her
heart.
" What have you called it? " she asked after the echoing amen.
"Prayer to the Hills'' Lambert replied.
She asked curiously, " How old are you, Lambert? "
His fair skin reddened.   " Seventeen.'*
" Gabrielle is thinking what wealth you have," Dumas told the boy,
" She doesn't remember that 'as a child she, too, was rich in gifts."
Lambert looked at Gabrielle. " Will you sing my song? I'd like
,to hear what you can do to it."
" Very little that you haven't already done."
While she felt her way through the song, Gabrielle was cognizant
of its extraordinary maturity, coming from one so young. Lambert
swept into the opening measure. Lifting her voice in the words,
Gabrielle gave his song a rich portrayal.
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